there was the airport just ahead of us. We made a perfect
landing, and no sooner had the plane come to rest than just
as suddenly every light went out again and we were in
complete darkness.
Here I was then, on the ground—and I admit rather
relieved to be there—in a country at war; in a black-out
which seemed even more impressive, or perhaps one should
say oppressive, after the brilliant lights of the neutral
countries I had passed through on my way out.
The next thing, after once more going through Customs
formalities, was a drive to Turku, or Abo. Turku is the
Finnish name, Abo the Swedish. I was met by a member
of the Finnish Broadcasting Company and a Professor of
the University, who spoke very good English, and they
proposed that when we got to Turku they would take me
straight away to see some of the damage which the town
had suffered since the war began. But I didn't have to get
as 'far as Turku to see some of the signs of war. Here and
there on the side of the road were bomb craters, but it was
not until I got down to the harbour that I saw the real
destruction that the Russian bombers had left behind them.
It was pitch dark, but a red glow came up about the
harbour from the many fires caused by incendiary bombs.
• Turku is a biggish port from which a lot of the dairy
produce of Finland is exported, and the whole waterfront
was lit up for hundreds of yards by a big warehouse which
had been blazing for four days. I walked along the quay
between the warehouse and the water, and although it was
a bitterly cold night, one could not go within yards of the
building. Inside it was like an inferno; every now and
then sparks shot out of where the windows had beent as a
beam or piece of rafter fell to the ground*
15

